THE   RETURN   JOURNEY

there, in Milan, sitting in the Cathedral Square, on Satur-
day afternoon, drinking Bitter Campari and watching the
swarm of Italian city-men drink and talk vivaciously, I
saw that here the life was still vivid, here the process of dis-
integration was vigorous, and centred in a multiplicity of
mechanical activities that engage the human mind as well
as the body. But always there was the same purpose stink-
ing in it all, the mechanizing, the perfect mechanizing of
human life*
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